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I was studying economics at the University of Virginia,
and the impact of this experience in Germany jolted my
whole attitude toward this work. For me, my studies lost
any academic implication and became woven with life and
death, safety, and all the basic standards of mankind. My
interest in observing what made the world go round and
my interest in economics blended then for all years to
come.
Before entering the Department of Graduate Studies, I
was in England for my 1923 summer vacation. I was
playing golf at Sandwich with an American friend. In the
locker-room we saw a cartoon in the London Daily Mail. It
pictured a German pushing a wheelbarrow into a grocery
store. The wheelbarrow was full of worthless marks. Any
one studying the history of finance and its place in our
modern world, as I was, would have looked at that cartoon a
long time. I decided to go to Berlin, and I did.
These were very early days in post-war aviation, but I
was anxious to fly. I flew from London to Brussels in the
first British Imperial Airways flight on that new route. Until
then this embryo system had run only between London and
Paris. I had met the great war-time aviator, Captain Walter
Hinchliflfe, and I made this inaugural trip with him. " Stay
out of French Goliath planes," he told me. " They are no
good." I had to take one at Brussels. The pilot cracked me
up at Rotterdam. Hinchliflfe was right, but I never had a
chance to tell him so. He was lost at sea in one of the early
attempts to fly the Atlantic from east to west.
My American friend's father, through his coal interests,
knew Hugo Stinnes, the German Midas, the greatest in-
dustrialist in Europe. By cable he put me in touch with this
strange German at the Esplanade Hotel in Berlin.
Stinnes owned the Esplanade, lived and worked there.
Previously he had lived at the Adlon, tried to buy it, but
the Adlons wouldn't sell. His office was on the third floor,
hardly more than an ordinary suite. From this small cubicle
of fussy telephones and obeisant secretaries, this mysterious
Croesus controlled his patch-quilt of vital properties.
Through the fabulous Stinnes Privat Konzern, one thin hand
directed steel works, electrical machinery plants, steam-
ship lines, automobile factories, coal and iron mines, forests,